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The poets cannot be petrified into unfeeling stones.
Spiritual development does not mean insensateness.
They killed Keats by harsh words only. The greater
the development, the greater the feeling."
"How divine was the face of BrahmanandaV
mother. She looked transfigured that day. Did she
not?"
"Rama is glad you have married. After all,a
married life is a much stabler one. You both could
come and live on these Himalayan tops."
From a humble, pure, poor student, he rose into a
full statured man, roseate with the dawn of cosmic
consciousness in him, and a man of deep concentra-
tion, wonderful vivacity, irrepressible laughter, bubbl-
ing with joy, lofty in his visions, light and racy in kis
gait. He rose up mad, fully drunk with divine
wine, his face aglow with the divine fire, his eyes
closed, his lips parted in a loud scream, and a cry
leaping forth in the air on the bank of the Ravi, his
arms fully spread, quivering with passion, his bosom
heaving, his tears streaming! The very trees vibrat-
ed with him, the breezes played with him, the stones
talked to him! He went almost senseless to the
Oriental College as the reader of mathematics, and
he knew not where his body was. In the Mission
College, he would address every student of his class,
" O Krishna, Beloved! You know everything; what is
it that I am to teach you." If a boy pleaded
ignorance, he would repeat " O Krishna, Beloved!
You know all/* He would thus inspire the boy
* The name of Swami's youngest son.